
JULY No. 56 



Foils The YES -MAN/ 




V. 







^ 



((I 



STILL 

60 

PAGES 

FOR 



:k 



C^TTT? 







)i 




/is a track 4i 




* 






MEET THE 
_\ SAME AS < 

A HORSE MEAT) 

^ PEPSI - ? -^ 










Jk_jMfa 


jj^ ) .£^—^SmL 






1 -v/ y 




[/ C'MON- \r 

11/ WE'RE HERE \ 

O^Y/TO SNAG THE \ 

M/l DOPE WMO 

■Ph HAS BEEN / 

\u dopin' the / 
ip^Y nags; JL> 






L 


y >t — 






, ■ ., flkj 







i* Kf®97° (?©!& <§®?> 





fSJil'fS C r1?.' C8 r ^JS!t "JLS «*** »•"*■» to C«.le Ma,a*.n 



Printed In us. A. ""™"" 1,, " ,e - F - E > »• Co1 " * Co.. 60S No. Michigan An., Chicago. III.. Western Representative. Copyright 1946 by Comic Magazines. 



*¥* 



POLICE COMICS 



- V, 



Q 



Vl 



/ 



V 



■ 



r*** 



IF YOU 3Eu£n IT. IT'S SO - 
EVEN STRANGE MAGIC.'.'.' 

Here's an aspect of Aladdin's 
lamp never told before ■•• 

From the angle of the 
OVERWORKED GENIE! 
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IF YOU'D SPENT THE PROPER 

CHILDHOOD, YOU'D KNOW THE 

STORY — YOU RUBBED THE a 

LAMP AND YOUR ?- . ... -r < 
:7..> 



W/SH WAS 
GRANTED 
BY A 
GiNIE! 



GENIE? 

GENIE WHO 7 

[-•WELL, I STILL 

I WISH WISHES 

WOULD 

COME 

TRUE/ 
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HEAR THAT, WAS 7. 
DIRTY TRICK TO 
PLAY ON THE KIP, 
TAKING HIS LAMP.' 
WE OUGHT TO 
THWART 'EM, BUT - 
IMMEASURABLY/,, 



ON THE 
CONTRARY, 

woozy.i 

MAYBE IT'S 
THE BEST 
WAY OUT/ 



^ 



THAT LAMP MIGHT TURN OUT 
TOO RICH FOR MICKEY'S BLOOP.' 
IF HE LOSES IT, HElL REMEMBER 

ONE DAY of GREta 
ADVENTURE —THAT'S ALL/ 
WE'LL MAKE IT UP TO 
HIM SOME OTHER^ mGHTi 

PLAS! HE'S A 
NICE KID, SHOULPWT 
BE SPOILED 
BY GETTING 

EVERYTHING 

HE WANTS/ 



WAY.' 
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r HELLO, PLAS! I'VE BEE.vlk x > MY FRTIENP WOOZy 
INVESTIGATING A PISAFPEAUANCe^r C'PN'TCOME HOME 



— A KIP NAMEP 

MICKEY* 



V^ 



ANP HE WAS HEAPEP^ 
FOB MICKEY'S 
HOUSE' 
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fl GET IT.' 
I'M TO BE 

TORTURE?/ 




fNOT IF YOU'RE REASONABLE, 

MICKEY.' WHY NOT HELP US 7 

SHOW US HOW YOU RUB 

THAT LAMP AND GET THE 

GENIE HERE TO 

GRANT OUR 

WlSHESf 





I ALWAYS WANTEP TO 
BE A H&tO! HOW'S MY 
CHANCE/ I WONT- 
TURN OVEE THAT GENIE 
TO VOU CROOKS/ WHO 
KNOWS, MAYBE YOU'LL 
WRECK THE WORLD 
WfTH YOUR WISHES, 




YOU SEEM TO HAVE 
SOMETHING To SAY, 
SILLY/ SO SAY 
IT/ 
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PUT AWAY THAT YNOW YOU'RE 
HOT IKON ANP r*> TALKING, <1 
GIVE ME THE JlYAV. HANC 
LAMP.' I'LL -^~\ IT TO HIM, 
PROVE TO YOU ^ YES-MAN.'. 
THAT IT WAS ONLY, 
A FAKE/ _ 



-\ 



./ - 



NOW YOU'LL 
SEE.' GO 

AHEAP, 
MICKEY/ 







I'LL GET ^Nj 
THAT LAMP- 
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BETTER BE CAREFUL WHAT feti! 
VOU SAY, WT SM SOMETHING.' 
DO YOU WANT ME TO BELT YOU 

SO HARP YOUR TeffTH 
STICK OUT THROUGH 
THE BACK OF 
YOUR NECK? 

' ANSWER-QUICK 
-YES OR--- 
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'ON YOUR PLEA OF ^—-J 
f GUILTY TO THE CHARGE OF 
KIPNAPPING, I SENTENCE 
I YOU BOTH TO TWENTY 
YEASS OF HARP LABOR! 
HAVE YOU ANYTHING TO 
SAY IN YOUR OWN 
DEFENSE? 



NO. 



a 



HCV, XES-MAN, 
ALL YOU EVER SAY 
NOW IS MO! WONT 
YOU EVER SAY 

^ YES AGAIN? 
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MR BURNS 7 WE'RE REApy 
FOR THE eXPEKIMENTL 



AH-H! 

~> WARDEN 
WILLIAMS.' 



<* H: 



HMM-MM.' YOU'VE YVEP.' HE'S SERVED 



RELEASED 

SAFER SIP, 
THE NOTED 
SAFE- 
CRACKER*. \ 

Good! 
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'HIS TEN YEAR 
SENTENCE - AND 
PAID HIS DEBT 

Tosacievffs 
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ONE MOMENT; SAFER".' 
IP LIKE TO START YOU 
ON THE ROAD TO 
BECOMING A GOOD 
CITIZEN: 



HUH?? 



M 



GO AWAY, FLATFOOT! 
I'M NOT TALKING f 



■=*=■ 



^ 



4*1 



'WAIT A MlNUTEJ 
I'VE SOT A LITTLE 

TRBSENT, 

POR YOU.' 



^? 



"/ 



Q^ 



,^M|M 



GOSH/ 



'permit me to pin this^ 

HONORABLE PRISON* 

DISCHARGE 

SUTTON ON 

YOU.'-; 



Presented won the 

[COMPLIMENTS OF THE 
. OF THE POLICE 
DEPARTMENT FOR 
TEN YEARS OF 

MERITORIOUS 
SERVICE ON 

TAG. ROCK 

VILE.r 



SOU SEE, SAFER, t ti/NB 
YOUR INTERESTS AT 
HEART.' T. WANT YOU 
TO GO STRAIGHT.' 



CHEE, 
FLATT-COT.' . 



( 
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WM-M- 1 DOMT THINK 
A PEW &&iS WILL -< 
CHANGE THE ACTONS 
OF A HARDGNBO 
CRIMINAL!, 
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. GOOPiitcu.Feuov/!,.. FOLLOW 

THE APVICE OW THOSE S«NS ANP 
" UEBPHNMFKOMTKOUBLeJ 



1-tlL T-TKV, MK- BURNS/ 



opratn/nrrv 

KNOCKS 

ONty 
'once; 



^; 







THIS IS 
VDUR "" 

New 

\ START f 



how res 
VO*// 



trntafe* 
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HAH/ WPPIN'SM 
pOWNf you apmit, 
7 that signs wont ""* 
change a crooks 



se 



'NOf AS A MATTER OF FACT. 
THIS IS AN OPPORTUNITY TO 
TRAP THB WHOLB 
GANG.' 



U^ 




WELL. 50 WHAT? yV&XZ GOING TO P£AA/T 
WHAT APOUT -<f '5W AT TW£ BANK/ 
THE SIGNS? J7 STICK AROUNP, CHIEF/ 
IHAVEATIAN/ 




at tlie liitfeowt 




HONEST, WE ALL 
OUGHTA GO STRAIGHT! 

WHY, FLATFOOT 
TOLOM6." 




/crime is In your 

' BLOOD, SAFER, ANP 

YOU KNOW IT/ -. 

GET GOINGS 



r }SOBP HE EVEN 
SAVE ME THIS ■ 
HONORABLE 
VISCHARGE 
BUTTONS 
CHEE! ISOBz. 



*c» 



>~V 
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POLICE 




CHEF.' 16 LB¥T~*SOBZ 
14 RIGHT. iSOSH: 





Vlet them reap the N 
THttSE KEMAIN1NG 
9I6NS INSIPE THE A 
VAULT ANPTHEylL"^ 

SURRENDER/ 

PLEASE, CHIEF' 
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No, not all.' One outlaw has avoided 
capture — Yarboe, once a scientist - 
scholar... now a scientist-scoundrel- 
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Within brief minutes... 






THE BOSS.' WELL,! ^(^ 
TiM ©tVING <^l 
ORPERS NOW.'} ^p3#£ 


■ *J^ 


jfr ^^^^S^^BH 


am* 


P^^^L^J 
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3 ^^a i^J 




l -~* ^3 K^^^ ^^v^^2 
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CAMOACE, flM GOING TO MY 
BRIDGE CLUB TONIGHT, SO 
tM EXPECTING te 
VOJ TO STAY Mfsffi. 

HOME WITH 
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TO THINK THAT THINGS LIKE THAT 

■REALLY HAPPENED.' WELL, I THINK 

I'LL TAKE THIS BOOK BACK TO DON 

WALLING RIGHT NOW BEFORE 

I /WSPLACE IT.' 
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SOSM, GANpy, 
YOUR PAP MUST 
HAVE GONE 
UPSTAIRS TO 




\ 
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SEE? THAT'S ALL THERE \f CREEPERS, YES- EXCEPT FDR ONE ' 
»S TO IT.' IMPRESSIVE. >7 THING.' TO REALLY STIR THINGS UP, 
EH? r I YOU SHOULD HAVE A GOOD . 
SCREAMER ON HAND TO 
SORT OF CH/LL THE 
BLOOD/ , 



\ 



fc SI 



Vl 



7 
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BUT, PAP- y 

YOUR OWN .< Ii ° 
WUGHTEJ?--) ABSOLUTELY 
FOKBIP 
IT/ 






AIL OF YOU . COME RIGHT 
IN.' GET INTO THE 
CLAMBAKE.' 
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Irom different walks of life they came .. . the five heirs 
to the one-time political leader, Jonah Pwyer's strange 
will .' Each of them had reason to hate the man 
Whose fortune they were about to share/ 
"DEATH made them allies against the Queer killer 
who called himself THE vengeance... who could 
Strike and vanish without a trace/ 
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HE FOBCED MY Y SO WHAT? HE TOOK ^ 
RESIGNATION -AeVERV PENNY I OWNEf? 
FROM THE Crry \7>- TO SQUARE A 
COLLEGE BECAUSE ) ( DRUNKEN DRIVING 
I OPPOSED HIM / V RAP.' 
POLITICALLY/ 



MV FIANCE WORKED FOR 
' JONAH DwyERi HE FOUND 
OUT ABOUT MIS CROOKED 
SCHEMES AND THREATENED 
► TO EXPOSE HIM.' PwyER 
FRAMED HIM ON A MURDER 
CHARGE AND SENT HIM TO 
PRISON WHERE HE DIED.' 
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Tfctrdkan Pan Richards is 
called to the scene— 



-AND SO THE FORTUNE 
AMOUNTING TO HALF A MILLION 
DOLLARS, WILL BE DIVIDED 
EQUALLY INTO FIVE SHARES.' IN 
"THE EVENT OF THE DEATH OF ONE 
OF THE FIVE, HIS SHAKE WILL BJ 
DIVIDED AMONG THE 








-EUT I CAN SUGGEST WHO 
MIGHT HAVE COMMITTED THE 
CRIME.' THE LAWYER SAID THE 
WILL WAS DIVIDED INTO «MF 

^^!!!^t1m^n| 

'are only FOUR OFIDU.'' 
I'D BETTER FIND OUT THE 
NAME OF THE MISSING 
MAN.' 




THE FIFTH BENEFICIARY 
IS A MAN NAMED 
HAROLD SWANSON.' 



SPARKY SWANSON' EX- 
BOOTLEGGER AND CRIME 
CHIEF/ HE AND JONAH DWYER 
WERE MIXED UP IN PLENTY 
OF SHADY DEALS.' 




Once outside, Pan Richards 
loses no time in "becoming 
the scourge of crime— 
JdANHVNTER.' 
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YOU KILLED 
A MAN OVER 
AT JONAH 
DWYER'S 
HOUSE.' 



JONAH DWVER? 

I MlGHTA 

KNOWN IT/ 

THAT GUY Will. 

TRY TO GET BACK 

AT ME FROM THE 

GRAVE.' 
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KEEP VOUR 
HEAP IOW, THOKi 
--JUST IN CASE 
HE STARTS 

SHOOTING' 




SPAEKY CLEAREP HIMSELF IN THE 
ONLY CONVINCING WAY HE COULD.' 
HE WAS KILLED BY THE REAL 
MURP£f?EK.' ... HMIMM.' THIS 
IS THE SECOND VICTIM WHO 
WORE A COLORED 
FgATHER IN HIS 
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THEN WHY /HE WAS STRIKING 
Pit? THE W AT THIS COLORED 
FALCON A FEATHER/ IT WAS 
PLANTED AT THE <! 
LEVEL OF YOUR N 
HEAD ON THIS 
CHAIR BACK- 



TRY TO 
KILL 



ME7, 




I CONGRATULATE YOU ON AN 
EXCELLENT BIT OF DEDUCTION.' 
UNFORTUNATELY, YOUR CAREER 
AS A DETECTIVE WILL 
BE BRIEF/ 

f 





•-BV THE A4AN WHO CALLED \ 
HIMSELF THE VENGEANCE' 
A MAN WHO HAD A 
KNOWLEDGE OF BIRDS/ 






POLICE COMICS 



YOU HAD TO WORK FASTER WITH ftlLKSf THATS 
WHY YOU PLAMTEDTHE FEATHER IN THE CHAJR, 
AND PERSUADED HIM TO VISIT THE SOLARIUM. 




Ilater^ 



SHE FORGOT SHE WAS WEARING 
r >A FEATHER IN HER HAT/ THAT SPELLED 
HER FINISH.' LOOKS LIKE JONAH 



3 

ipvv 



FOUR OF US 
DEAD/ HE KNEW 
WHAT WOULD HAPPEN 
IF HE OFFERED A <, 
FORTUNE TO 
THE SURVIVOR- 
1 
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Bristol House 




TTUGE old cypresses, shroud- 
*■■- ed with grayish moss, stocd 
in the dismal march like ancient 
men ankle deep in the mire. 
They. had stood thus for centu- 
ries. And almost as long had 
stood Bristol House, an unsight- 
ly creation of brick and wide 
boards. 

The history of Bristol House 
was unsavory. From the time 
it was built in Revolutionary 
days, it had harbored remnants'- 
of Jeremiah Bristol, who was no 
credit to the family name. Nor 
had most of Jeremiah's antece- 
dents been much to speak of. 
Only one member of the family 
was worth mentioning. That one 
was Lorry Bristol. 

Lorry was a fairly modern 
young man, an architect of no 
particular note, but a good chap. 
He lived almost alone in the 
ancient, decaying manor, where 
he kept a pack of hounds, a col- 
lection of firearms, and a rickety 
drawing board that seldom saw 
a sketch from his pencil. 

It might be said that Lorry 
wasn't much interested in the 
good things of life, if you meas- 
ure them by fine clothes and 
modern household convenienc- 
es Lorry seemed satisfied to 
live — and let live 

When some geologist found 
a bubbling spring on the edge 
oi the Bristol plantation, and 
decided its blackish flow was 
occasioned by a high oil con. 
tent. Lorry showed no great en- 
thusiasm. He had known oil was 
present in the loamy acres of 
the plantation 

An Eastern oil syndicate 
fought hard to buy a lease from 
Lorry, but eventually he gave 
in. And one day he found him- 
self the possessor of so much 
money that he was staggered 
He didn't know what to do with 
it. One thing, however, he de- 
cided on: he would build a wing 



onto the old house, make it 
painfully modem, and that way 
discover for himself if he had 
been missing anything by living 
in the antiquity his friends 
scoffed at. 

So Lorry took several thou- 
sands of his new dollera and 
built a sparkling west wing on 
.the big brick house, filled it 
with every known trick device, 
ultra-ultra furniture, and stood 
off to view the result. He didn't 
like it at all. But his few 
friends did. Whereas they had 
formerly shunned the old house, 
now they flocked to use this 
vast play room and costly ap- 
pointments to the best of their 
ability. 

In this new-found mingling of 
people, Lorry began to take a 
mere interested attitude. He de- 
cided that he had been a bit 
lonely living in the old house 
with its ugly memories. 

One night during a party, 
someone suggested throwing a 
"ghost party.' 

"Of course," said the brilliant 
one, "this house is, or has been 
at some time, haunted, eh?" 

Lorry smiled. "Hardly, at 
least now. Oh, many years ago 
I believe there was a local story 
of its being haunted, as the say- 
ing goes . but I forget just what 
it was." 

The other was persistent. 
"Can't you go through some old 
records and dig up the story?" 

Lorry said that he would do 
his best. For the next few days 
he pored over old books and 
written relics which the ancient 
house library boasted And he 
did come upon the story of the 
"Bristol Ghost." It seems that 
old Jeremiah's brother, John, 
hod met a foul death in the 
house shortly after the turn of 
the 19th century. His murderer 
had never been found. It was 



claimed that he had been shot 
"by a pistol not in 'anybody's 
hand; a pistol that "hung, with 
others, over the mantelpiece." 

And that was the beginning 
of a weird tragedy. 

Lorry hurried to the living 
room and stood for a long mo- 
ment looking at the score or 
more of pistols that graced the 
huge mantelpiece. They hung 
on wooden pegs driven into the 
plaster. 

"So, one of those very pis- 
tols shot old John," mused Lor- 
ry. "Without any hand holding 
it. That sounds a bit on the 
colorful side. Oh, well, there's 
our 'ghost' and that should 
please the gang." 

Dick Mace, nationally fa- 
mous young detective and 
criminologist, arrived in town 
on the 4th of November. Hav- 
ing a couple of weeks on his 
hands, and not much to do, he 
set out to explore the village 
and environs. He went afoot, 
and a few miles from town, a 
blinding downpour caught him. 

There was only one habita- 
tion near, and he made for it at 
a run. He dashed up on the big 
porch and jerked the heavy 
brass knocker. Lorry answered 
the knock and invited Dick in- 
side. 

"Say," cried young Mace, 
"this is luck. I thought for a 
time I was due for a real drench- 
ing." 

Lorry insisted that he change 
clothes and don some of his own 
dry ones Dick accepted. The 
two sat for an hour chatting, 
while the storm grew worse. As 
a result, Dick stayed the night, 
enjoying every ' minute of it 
Lorry was a good host. Dick 
heard the tale of the Bristol 
ghost and was invited to at- 
tend the party a week hence. 

The next forenoon he took 



his leave, promising to show up 
for the ghost party. 

The day before the evening 
of the party had been bright 
and hot. Real 'down South' 
weather. Dick felt he would 
have a lot of fun. It had been 
a long time since he had in- 
dulged himself in some good 
solid fun. 

The party went off well, al- 
though Dick noticed restraint 
on the part of two of the guests j 
young Jensen, who Had suggest- 
ed to Lorry putting on the 
ghost party, and Hale Cook, un- 
cle of Jensen, and wealthy 
banker of the town. The two 
hated each other. 

In all the games played, it 
was apparent that these two 
had little time for each other. 
Jensen was a rugged, loud 
youth, with ready laughter. 
Cook was on the morose side, 
seeing little in any prank to 
make him crack a smile. 

"Old Moneybags" was the 
name most of the guests had 
for Cook. It fitted well, Dick 
thought 

Before the party had got well 
under way, it began raining. In 
a half hour a terrific storm lash- 
ed at the old house, hurling 
great gusts of wind down the 
chimneys, making the wood 
fires leap and sizzle There was 
no going home for anyone that 
night. But there was plenty of 
room in the house for all. It 
contained at least six bedrooms. 

Dick found himself about 
midnight ensconced in a north 
corner room over the living 
room. He was tired and quickly 
fell asleep. But not long after- 
ward something caused him to 
sit up in bed and listen. The 
storm had died down, but a 
drizzle still fell. 

Then Dick heard it, a light 
tapping downstairs. He imme- 
diately thought of the 'ghost' 
of the Bristols And grinned. 
But there it went again, a light 
tap-tap Dick got up quietly, 
crossed the room and pulled 
open his door. The tapping 
seemed hardly louder. He went 
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into the cold hall to the head of 
the stairs. And then it happen- 
ed. A plank creaked underfoot. 
The tapping ceased instantly. 
Dick went back to his room and 
to bed. Whatever it was, the 
creaking board had stopped it. 

He thought nothing more 
about the nightly visitant, and 
over coffee and scrambled eggs, 
the thought of any form of 
ghost was silly. But Dick won- 
dered just what had caused that 
tapping noise. 

Gradually everybody showed 
in the dining room and it was 
a fairly jolly breakfast, except 
for old Cook and young Jensen. 
They didn't speak to each oth- 
er. 

While the sun shone brightly, 
the road into Bristol House was 
impassable, a foot deep with 
thick gumbo mud. Everyone 
would have to be content to 
wait until the sun had dried up 
some of the moisture. Cars 
would have mired in that drive 
to their running boards. 

Directly after breakfast, 
Cook asked Lorry if he might 
use the typewriter in the living 
room for a few minutes — to 
"get off a few important let- 
ters.'' 

The young man showed him 
to the desk at a far corner of 
the room, placed paper beside 
him and left him. y 

Jensen, when he was told 
that his uncle was typing, sneer- 
ed. "The old coot's forever writ- 
ing letters. No matter where he 
goes he has to write a half doz- 
en letters. Bats, if you ask me." 

About ten o'clock, when most 
of the young men were in the 
library looking at some of the 
priceless books of the ancient 
collection, a shot roared 
through the house. 

"Good gosh!" cried Lorry. "It 
came from the living room!" 

They all raced into the next 
room. A heavy pall of blue 
smoke hung over the room. Old 
man Cook lay in back of the 
typing desk, sprawled gro- 
tesquely on the floor. A small 



hole pitted the middle of his 
forehead. Blood formed in a 
pool on the faded carpet. 

"Shot!" someone gasped. "But 
how? Nobody was in here." 

"Look!" exclaimed Lorry, 
hurrying to the mantel. Smoke 
still curled from the muzzle of 
a long-barreled pistol. 'That 
gun — it shot him! But how — 
Oh, gosh!" 

Dick nodded understanding- 
ly. "The ghost story of old John 
Bristol, you mean. Yes, it looks 
like the thing repeated itself." 

Everybody was dazed at the 
turn of events. They looked the 
lethal gun over carefully. It 
hung on three pegs. Nobody 
had touched it. 

Dick remembered something. 
He said, "Better call the police 
and we'll see what we can see 
in the meantime. The gun did- 
n't fire itself." 

Jensen said mockingly, "So 
the great detective doesn't be- 
lieve in ghosts!" 

Dick smiled, shaking his 
head. "Afraid not, Jensen. 
Something pulled that trigger." 

Jensen smirked. Dick went 
on, "Those old guns, when the 
hammer was cocked, became a 
hair-trigger thing. It takes only 
a slight touch to fire them. Now 
that gun had to be jarred ahead 
very slightly on its peg — the 
one holding the trigger guard — 
to make it fire." He went to the 
mantel. Pulled out a loose brick 
and pointed inside *he opening. 

"Like I thought, there is a 
small electro-magnet in there, 
attached to two fine wires 
which run to a button and bat- 
tery. The gun was lined up to 
air directly at anyone sitting 
at that typing table. Yod, Jen- 
sen, arranged things last night. 
I heard you." 

Jensen blew up. "Prove it!" 
he shouted. "Prove it. shamus!" 

Dick smiled. "I can, Jensen. 
I found the button. On it I 
found a fingerprint — yours, I'm 
fairly certain. Well see when 
the police come." 
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PLEASE BE PATIENT/ I'M VOKAY/ OKAY.' CUT THE 
VERY GRATEFUL TO YOUSE \ HEARTS ANP FLOWERS 
FOR MY POSITION AS TRUANT] ACT, ClOPKOWSKI 
OFFICER/ TU CRACK PE /AND LETS SEE SOME, 
SPECKS CASE YET.' >- I ACTION/ 



M 



'/> 



M 



DERE'S PE RASCAL NOW --ANP HE'S 
UP TO HIS OL' TRICKS.' PIS IS ONE 
TIME HE wpNT HAVE AN AIR- 
TIGHT AUB/f I'LL SNEAK 
AROUNP PE BENP AN' GIVE 
HIM DE OL' POUNCEROO i 




-- IF YOU PONT CRACK THE 
SPECKS ABSENTEEISM CASE , 
AT PUBLIC SCHOOL SKATEY- 
EIGHT SOON, IU PUMP YOU 
RIGHT BACK INTO THE ASH-< 
HEAP WHERE I FOUND YOU 
AS AN UNPEKSTUPY TO AN. 
APPRENTICE JANITOR/ . 
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Gootey? 

GUVABOUr 

HALF A HEAD 

TALLER'N 

YOU7... 

SWAMP 
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OH. SURE, I KNOW 
HIM! Hi Ik. SPIRIT.' 

you almost cau&ht 
me after i robbed 
The central city 
ban<, didn't you? 





WE WAIT HERE FOR THE^^S. • 
FOOLS WHO COME LOOKING \ 
FOR THE SWAMP'S DIAMONDS 
... AND -ER-- DISPOSE OF THEM/ 
FOR THEIR SUPPLIES !y ' 




WHAT'S THIS ALL 
ABOUT ANYWAVT 

/^DIAMONDS? 
v ARE THERE REALLY 
DIAMONDS HERE?^ 





HEME'S A SAMPLE/ Wf' BUT WE'RE 
BAIT.' -- FOR OUR Xf DISAPPOINTED \ 
VICTIMS, TO KEEP M IN VOU.' MOST 
US IN COMFORT.'XJ ADVENTURERS 
BRING BIG MOTOR 
•ATS FULL OF 




LET'S KEEP THEM 
AWHILE AND MAKE 
THEM WORK J 



IF I WAS YOU. 

UNCLE BOSS, I'D 

KILL THAT SPIRIT GUY 

BEFORE HE CAUGHT 

YOU OFF GUARD 

AND — 




POLICE COMICS 




POLICE COMICS 




MST'SPIRIT 
BOSS, AH'S 
AFRAIP IT'S 
THE END FO' 
US.' 



POLICE COMICS 
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POLICI COMICS 









Only the New Bendix Coaster Brake 
Offer* All The»e Features 

Slop* quicker — coasts longer * Long Ufa — trouble-free 
performance * light weight— easier pedaling * Sim- 
plicity of design — fewer parts »V Cosy to put together 
and take opart * Self-dllgning broke shoes * Sealed 
ogainil dirt and water i More efficient braking — 
require* lets pedal pressure and travel * £very brake 
factory felted * Made by Bendix — Foremost manu- 
facturer of aviation ond automotive braket. 



' *itc. UJ.Mt.o 

Made by the foremost Builder of 
Automotive and Aviation Brakes 

Here is the coaster brake you have always wanted. It is 
made by the famous Bendix Aviation Corporation, builders 
of aviation, radio, marine, radar and electronic products as 
well as brakes for automobiles, buses, trucks and airplanes. 
The new Bendix* Coaster Brake is entirely new in design. 
It stops quicker and with less pedal pressure. It coasts longer — 
You are away out in front with a Bendix Coaster Brake. 
And it is easy to take apart and put together again for 
there are fewer parts. 

Be sure to tell your bicycle dealer that you want your new 
bike equipped with the most modern of all coaster brakes— 
the new Bendix Coaster Brake. 



ECLIPSE MACHINE DIVISION 

BENDIX AVIATION CORPORATION 
ElMIRA, NEW YORK 




AVIATION COftPOAATION 



Mats My Jot,?- 1 Manufacture 
Vfeakl 

MEN! 

GIVE ME ■ skinny, pepless, Mcond-rate 
body— and I'll cram it so full of hand- | 
soma, bulging new muscle that your friends 
will grow bug-eyed! . , . I'll wake up that 
sleeping energy of yours and make it hum like 
a high-powered motor! Man, you'll fee/ and 
look different! You'll begin to LIVE.' 



tufa 

Actual Photograph ol the 
man who holds the titla 
'■The World'* Moat Par- 
lactly Developed Man." 
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Let Me Make YOU a NEW MAN 
-IN JUST 15 MINUTES A DAYI 

You wouldn't believe it, but I myself used to be a 97-lb. 
weakling. Fellow, called me "Skinny.'' Cirli .nickered and made 
fun of me behind my back. 1 was a flop. THEN I discovered my 
marvelous new muscle-building system— "Dynamic Tanmion." And 
it turned me into such a complete specimen of MANHOOD that 
today I hold the title "THE WORLD'S MOST PERFECTLY 
DEVELOPED MAN." 

That's how I traded in my "bat. of bones" for a barrel of 
muscle! And I felt so much better, so much on top ol the world 
in my big, new, husky body, that I decided to devote my whole 
life to helping other fellows change themselves into "perfectly 
developed men." 

What Is "Dynamic Tension"? 
How Does It Work? 

When you look in the mirror and see a healthy, husky, 
strapping fellow smiling back at you-then you'll be astounded at 
how short a time it takes "Dynamic Tension" to GET RESULTS! 

"Dynamic Tension" is the easy, NATURAL method you can 

Eractice in the privacy of your own room- JUST IS MINUTES 
ACH DA Y -while your scrawny shoulder muscles begin to 
swell, ripple . . . those spindly arms and legs of yours bulge . . . 
and your whole body starts to feel "alive," full of dp and go! 

One Postage Stamp 
May Change Your Whole Life! 

As I've pictured up above, I'm steadily building broad- 
shouldered, dynamic MEN— day by day— the country over. 

2,000,000 fellows, young and old, have already gambled a 
postage sump to ask for my FREE book. They wanted to read 
and see for themselves how I'm building up scrawny bodies, and 
how I'm paring down fat, flabby ones— how I'm turn- 
ing them into breath-taking human dynamos of real 
MANPOWER. 

Take just a few seconds NOW to fill in and mail the 
coupon at right, and you will receive at once my FREE 
book- "Everlasting Health and Strength" that PROVES 
with actual snap-shots what "Dynamic Tanmion" has done for 
other.- what it can do for YOU! Address: CHARLES ATLAS. 
Dept.MO-e, 115 Esst 23rd St., New York 10, N. Y. 






Mall the coupon be- 
low right now ror 
my FREE Illustrated 
book, "Everlsailna 
Health andSlrenjth." 
Tells all About r " Dy- 
namic Tension" meth- 
ods. Crammed with 
pictures, facts I Ad- 
dress me personally: 
CHARLES ATLAS, 
DeptUOO-. 113 K. 23rd 
St.. Now York 10. N.Y. 
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